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I began to fall a kicking.
Panted, struggled, strove in vain.
When the Spirit whipt so quick in,
I was cur'd of all my Pain.
First I thought it was the Night-Mare                25
Lay so heavy on my Breast;
But I found new Joy and Light there,
When with Heav'nly Love possest.
Come again then, Apparition,
Finish what thou hast begun;                            30
ROGER, stay, Thou Soul's Physician,
I with thee my Race will run.
Faith her Chariot has appointed,
Now we're stretching for the Goal;
All the Wheels with Grace anointed,                  35
Up to Heav'n to drive my Soul.
The Editor, for many Reasons, begs to be excused giving
the Public the sequel of this young Lady's Letter, but if
the Reader will please to look into the Bishop of Exeter's
Book, entitled The Enthusiasm of Methodists and Papists
compared, he will find many Instances (particularly of young
People) who have been elected in the Manner above.1